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HAIL lovely pow'r! whoſe boſom heaves the ſigh, 
When Fancy paints gh ſcene of deep dillreſs; 

Whoſe tears ſpontancous c'ryitalize the eye, 
When rigid Fate denics the power to bleſs. 


Not all the ſwee's Arabia's gales con 
From flow'ry meads,can withthat ſigh compare; 
Not dew-drops glictring in the morning ray, 
Seem half fo beauteous as that falling tear. 


: Devoid of fear, the fawns around thee play; 
Emblem of peace, the dove before thee flies ; 
No hlood-ſtain'd traces mark — iltleſs way, 
Beneath thy feet no hapleſs in 21 dics. 


| 1 — wp w'r! & range the meads with me, 
| 


”y ſpring the patridge — the guileful foe ; 
Fro bee ſna res the ſtruggling bird to 


| 0 the hand prepar'd to give the blow. 
And when the air wih heat meridian glows, 
L And naturedroops beneath the — — 


Let us, flow wand'ring where the current 
Save ſinking flies that float along the — 


85 
2 Or turn to nobler, greater taſks, thy care, 
{ To me thy ſympathetic gifts impart; 
Teach me in friendſhip's griets to bear a ſhare, 
f And juſtly boaſt che generovs, feeling heart. 
Teach me to ſoothe the helpleſs orphan's s grief, 

With timely aid the widow's woes alfuage; 
To miſery's moving cry to yield relief, 

And be the ſure reſource of drooping age. 


So, when the genial ſpring of life ſhall fade, 
And ſinking nature owns the dr: ad decay, 

Some ſoul congenial then may lend its aid, 
And gild the cloſe of life's eventful day. 
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